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<24 His Fpiſlle intituled Fidelia, was 
lone ſince imprinted to the fe of 
2X the Author , who by the intreaty 
1692 Way of ſome of bis acquaintaiice was 
Fry content to beſtow it on ſuch as had 
oluntarily requeſted it in way of an Aduenture. 
But hauing difþerſed many,and remembring how 
farre it would be from hus diſpoſition to lay claime 
fo proffered gratuities, he wholy repented himſelfe 
of what indeed be nener well approned of, and bow 
inſtly ſoener he mieht haue challenged, more then 
many would haue loft, yet in ſteed of being behol. 
ding,ts reſolued, rather to make thoſe that haye_. 
receiued any of his Bookes a lite behald'ng tohim, 
in freely forgining them their convreed promi- 


A 3 es: 


k. M 
A Ms + 


Tothe Reader. 


ſes : And foraſmuch as he perceiues that it hath 
delighted ſome,and is neuer likely to preiudice any, 
| it hath pleaſed bim that I ſhould publiſh it tomy 
owne benefit, ſo long as 1 fhall m the imprinting 
thereof carefully eſpe his credit , which as I 
neuer intend tofaile of,0n my part, fo (hoping you 
that ſhall read it, will on your behalfes cenſure it 
with as Iitle ill meaning to him as be had malice 
towards you in the compoſing thereof”) I commit 
it fo your diſcretions, and Wiſh T could as 
Þell preſent you With all he 
bath bin Author of. , 


Yours, 


GrorcEe NorrToON. 


An Elegacall Epiſtle of Fidelia 


to her vaconllanr Fricad. 


TImrs ArGvMenT. 
This Elegiacall Epiſtle,b:ing a fragment of 
ſome greater Poeme Aiſcouers the modeſt affe- 
(tons of a diſcreet and conſtant woman, ſha- 
dowed wnaer the name of Fidelia z wherein 
You may perceine the height of their paſſions, [0 
farre as they ſeeme to agree with reaſon, an 
keepe within ſuch decent bounds as beſeemeth 
their ſexe but further it meddles not. The oc- 
Caſion ſeemes to proceed from ſome mutability 
in her friend ; whoſe obiettons ſhee here pre- 
feppoſing, confuteth, and in the perſon of him, 
iuſtly upbraideth all that are ſubiet# to the 
like change or fickleneſſe in minde. Among the 
reſt ſome more weiohty Arguments then are 
(perhaps) expetted in ſuch a ſubiett, are 
briefly,and yet ſomewhat ſerioaſly handled. 


FtIheard tell,and now for truth I inde, 
Once out of ſight,and quickly ot of minde, 


And that ic hach beenerightly ſaid of old, 
Loxe that's ſoon f hot ,ts ener ſooneſt cold, 
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Or elſe my teares at this time had not Rlain'd 

The ſpotleſſepaper,nor my linescomplain'd. 

I had not now beene forced to haue ſent 

T heſefor the Nzxcio's of my diſcontent 

Orthusexchanged,ſovnhappily, 

My ſongs of mirth,to write an Elegie. 

Burtnowl mult; and ſince I muſt doe ſo, 

Let mebutcrauethou wilt not loutmy woe : 

Ner entertaine nay {orrowes with a ſcoffe, 

Butc at leaſt read them,ere thou caſt them off, 

And though thy heart's too bard ro haue compaſſion, 

If thoult not pitty,doe not blame my Paſſion. 

For well thou know'ſt (alas that er'e *twas knowne) 

There wasa time (although that time be gone) 

].that for this,ſcarcedarea beggar bee, 

Preſum'd for moreto hauecommanded thee. _ 

Yeathe Day was (but ſee how things may change) 

When thou and I hauenot beene halfe ſo ſtrange ; 

But oft embraced with a gentlegreeting, 

Andno worſe words than T wrtle. Doxr, or Sweeting, 

Yea had thy meaning,and thoſe vowes of thine, 

Prou'd but as faithfull,and as trueas mine, 

It (tj had beene ſo: (for I doe not faine) 

I ſhould rejioyce it might be ſo agoine. 

But {ith thy Lexe growes cold,and thou vnkinde, 

Benot diſpleaſ'd I ſomewhat breath my minde, 

] am in hope my words may prouea mirror, 

Whereon thou looking,may'lt behold thine _ , 
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And yet the Heaxen,and my ſad heartdoth know, 
How grieu'd I am,and with what feeling woe 
My mindeis tortured, cothinke that | 
Should bethe brand of thy diſloyalty : 
Or liue, to be the author of aline, 
That ſhall betainred with a fault of thine 
(Since if that thou but (lightly couched be, 
Deepe wounds of griefe, and ſhame;it ſtrikes in me) 
And yet I mult ; ill hap compels me to 
What I nere thought to hane cauſe to doe, 
And therefore ſecing thatſome angry Fare 
Impoſes on me,what I ſo much hate: 
Or linceit is {o,that the Powers divine 
Me miſerable, to ſuch cares aſligne; 
Oh that Loxes patron,or ſameſacred Aſuſe 
Amongſt my Paſſions, would ſuch Art infuſe, 
My well-fram'd words,and atery fighes might proue, 
The happy blaſts to re-inflamethy love. 
Or at leaſt touch thee with thy tauit ſoneere, 
That thou mightſt ſee thou wrongd'{t, who held thee 
Seeing,confetle the ſame,and ſoabhorreitz, (deere : 
Abhorring,pitty, and repent theetor ir, 
But (Deare) I hope that | may call rhee ſo, 
For thou art deare to me,although a foe 
Tell me,is* true that I doe heare of thee, 
And by thy abſence now,ſoſeemes to bee ? 
Can ſuch abuſe be in thy Court of Loxe, 


Fafſe and jnconſtant now,thou Hee fhouldſli pranet: 
: 


Fideha. 


He that ſo wofull,and ſo peafiue fate, 
Vovwing his ſeruice at my feere of late ? 
Art thou that quendam lover,whoſeſad eye 
I never ſaw yer, in my preſence dry ? 
And from whoſe gentle-ſeeming :ongue I know 
So many pitty-moving words could flow ? 
Waz'tthou ſo ſoughtlt my loue,ſo ſeeking that 
Asifit had beencall th/hadit aymed ar 
Making me thinke thy Paſſiox without ſtaine, 
And gently quite thee with my loue againe: 
With chis perſwaſton Io fairely plac'd it, 
NorTwne, nor Enuie ſhould haue ere defac'd it, 
I;tſo? haue I done thus much? andart chou 
So oyer-cloyed with my favours now ? 
Art wearjed (iace with loving,and eſtranged 
So far? Is thy affeion ſo much changed, 
That I of all my hopes mult be deceaved, 
And all good thoughts of thee,be quite bereaved? 
Thea I finde true,which long before this day, 
] fear'd my {elfe,and heard ſome wiſer lay ; 
That there « nought on earth ſo ſweet, that can 
Long relifs with the curious tafte of an, 
Happy was I; yea well itwas with me, 
Before I cameto be bewitch*c by thee, 
I ioy'd the ſweerlt content that ever Mayd 
Potffelled yer; and truely well-a-paid, 
Made to my ſelfe alone, as pleaſant mirth - 


 Asecuerany /irgindid,on carth, 
The 
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The melody I v{'d was freezand ſuch, 6 
As that Bird makes, whom never hand did touch, 
But vn-allur'd with FowJers,whiſtling flies 
Aboue the reach of humane treacheries, 
And wel! I do remember, often then 

Could I read orethe policies of men, 
Diſcoyer what vncertainties they were, - 
How they would ligh, looke ſad, proteſt,and (weare, 
Nay faigne to die, when they did never proue 
Theſlendreſt touch of a right worthy loue: 
But had chil'd hearts, whoſe dulnefſe vnderftood 
No more of Paſſion,then they did of good. 
All which I noted well,and in my minde 
(A general] humor amongſt women-kinde) 
This vow I made; {thinking to keepeit than) 
Thar ncver the fairetongue of any man, 
Nor his complaint,though never ſo much grieu'd, 
Should move my hearttoliking whil'(t I liu'd. 

But who can ſay what ſhe ſhall hueto doe? 
I haue beleeu'd,ande lerin liking roo, 
Andthat ſo farre, I cannot yet ſee how 
I may ſo muchas hope,to helpe itnow ; 
Which makes me thinke,what ere we women ſay, 
Another minde will come, another day : 
And that men may to things vohop'c for clime, 
Who watch but Opportanity and Time. 

For 'tis well knowne,we were not made of clay, 


Orſuch courſe, and ill-temper'd ſtuffe as they, 6 
or 
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For he thatfram'd vs of their fleſh, did daigne 
When'twas at beft, tonew refinetagaine, 

Which makes vs ever ſ(incethe kinder Creatures, 
Of farre more flexible, and yeelding Natures, , 
And as weoft excell in outward parts, 

So we haue nabler, and more gentle hearts. 
Which yeu well knowing, daily doe deviſe 

How to imprint on them your Craclties, 

But doe [ inde my cauſe thus bad indeed? 

Or cl(c on things imaginary feed ? 

Am I thelaſlethat late ſo truly jolly, 

Made my (elfe merry oft, at others folly ?- 

Aml ctheNymph that Cepids fancies blaim'd, 
That was ſocold, ſo hard to be inflam'd ? 

Am l my ſelfe? er is my felfe that Shee 

Who from this Thraldowe, or ſuch falſhoods free, 
Lateown'd mine owne heart, and full merry then, 
Did fore-warne others to beware of Men, 


And could not, hauing taught them what to doe, 


Now learne my felfc, to take heed of you too? 


 Foole that I am ; I feare my guerdon's iult, 


Ia that I knew this, and preſum'd to erult, 
And yet (alas) for oughc that I could tell, 


Oneſparke of goodnelTein the world might dwell. 


And then I chought, if ſuch a thing might be, 
Why might not that one (parke remaineinthee ? 
For thy faire ou-tlide, and thy fairertongue, 
Promiſed much although thy yeares were yong. 


And 
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And Pertue, whereſocver ſhe be now, 

Seem'd thento fit enthron'd vpon thy brow, 

Yea ſureit was ;but whether 'twereor no, 

Certaine I am I'was per{waded lo, 

Which made me loth tothinke that words of faſhion 
Could be fe fram'd, ſo over-laid with Paſſion, 

Or (ighes to feeling fain'd from any breſt; 

Nay ſay thou had(t beenfalſe inall therelt, 

Yet from thine eye my hcarcſuch noticeteoke, 
Me thought guile could not faine ſo fadalooke. 
But now = try'd, my bought experience knowes, 
T hey are oft worſt that make the faireff ſhowes. 

eAnd howſoe're men faine an outward grieving, 

"Tu neither worth reſpefling, nor belicuing, 


For ſhe thatdoth one to her mercie take, 


Warmesin her boſome but a frozen ſnake : 

Which heated with her favours, gathers ſence, .. 

And (tings her tothe heart in recompence, 

Bur tel] me why, and for what ſecret ſpight 

You inpoore womens mileries delight ; 

For ſoit ſeemes; elſe why d'yeelabour for 

That, which when tis obtain'd, you doe ahhor ? 

Or to what end doe you endure ſuch paine 

Towinne our loue, and cal it off againe? 

Oh that we either your hard hearts could borrow, 

Or elſe your ſtrengths to heipe vs beare our ſorrow ! 

But we arecaule of all this griefe and ſhamie, 

And we haucnene but our owne {clues to blame: 

For 
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For ſtill weſee your falſhoodsforour learning, 
Yet never can haue power to tak't for warning 
But as if borne to be deluded by you, 
We know you trultleſle, and yet ftillwetry you, 
(Alas) what wrong was in my pewer to doe thee ? 
Or what deſpight haue I &re dope vnto thee ? 
That thou ſheuldſt chooſe Me; aboue all the reſt, 
To be thy ſcorne, and thus be madeaieſt, - 
Muſt mens ill natures ſuch true villains proue them, 
To make them only wrong thoſe moſt that loue them? 
Couldſt thou finde none in Countrey, Towne nor Court, 
But onely Me, to make thy Foole, thy ſport ? 
Thou knowlt I have no wanton courſes runne, 
Nor ſeemed ealievnto lewdnetſe wonne, 
And thoughlTI cannot boaſt me of much wit, 
Thou fſaw'ſt no ligne of fondneffe in me yer. 
Nor did ill nature ever ſo ore-ſway me, 
To flout at any that did woe or pray me. 
But grane1 had beene guilty of abuſage, 
Ofthee I'me ſure I ner'edeſeru'd ſuch viage. 
But thou wer'e grieved to behold my ſmilings,' 
When I was free from loue, and thy beguilings. 
Orto what purpoſe elſe, did{t thou beitow 
Thy time, and ſtudy to delude me (o ? 
Haſt thou good parts ? and dolt thou bend them all 
To bring thoſe tharner'e hated thee inthrall ? 
Pretheeerake heed, al:hough thou yer enioy'(t chem 


They'l be tookefrom thee, if thou ſo imploy'li mw 
| or 


Fideha. 


Fer though I wiſh not theleaft harmeto three, 
I feare, the juſt Heavens will revenged be. 
Oh ! w hat of Mee by this time had become, 
If my deſires with thine had hapttcorome, 
Or |, vnwiſely had conſented to 


What (ſhameleſſe) once thou didlt attetpr to doe ? 


I might haue falne, by thoſe immpdeltrickes, 
Had not ſome power beene [tronger then my Sex, 
And if } ſhouid haue ſo beene drawneto folly, 
J ſaw thee apr cnough to be ypho)y. | 
Or if my weakneſle had beene prone to linne, 
I poorely by thy ſtrength had ſuccour'd bin, 
You Men make vs beleeue you doe buttry, 
And that's your part (you ſay) ours to deny, 
Yet] much feare, if werhrough frailty (tray, 
T here's few of you within your bounds will ſlay ; 
But, maupre all your ſeeming Yertne, bee - 
As ready to forget your ſelues, as we, 

I might haue fear'd thy part of loue not ſtrong, 
When thou did(l offer me ſo baſe a wrong. 
And that I after loath'd thee nor, did proue 
In me ſome extraordinary Lowe, 
For ſure had any ether, but in thought, 
Preſum'd vnwortbily what thou haſt ſoughe, 
Might ir appeare, I ſhould doe thus much for him, 
With a [carce reconciled hate ab horre him, 

My yong experience never yet did know 
Whether delire might range ſo farre, or no, 


Ts 


. F#idelia. 
To maketrue Lowers carclelly requeſt, 
What ra(h cnioying makes + moſt ynbleſt, 
Or blindly, thorew frailty giuc conſenting 
To that, which done brings nothing but repenting, 
Butin my tudgement it doth ratherproue 
That.chou art fir'd with luſt, then warm'd with loue. 
Andit it befor proofemen ſo proceed, 
It ſhewes a doubt, elſe what do trials need ? 
 Andwhereis that man living ever knew 
T hat falſe diſtruſt, could be with loue that's true ? 
Since the meere cauſe of that vablam'defteR, 
Such an opinion is, as bates ſuſpef, 
And yet I willthee, and thy loue excuſe, 
If chou wilt neither me, nor mine abuſe. 
ForlI'e ſuppeſe thy paſſion made thee preffer 
That vato me, thou tonone elſewouldlt offer, 
And ſo,thinke thou ; if I haue thee deni'd, 
Whom 1 mere lou'd then all men elſe bel:de, 
What hope hauethey, ſuch favours to obtaine, 
That never halfe ſo much reſpe& could gaine? 
Such was my loue that I did value thee 
Aboucall things below eternitie. 
Nothing on Earthvnto my heart was nearer, 
No joy fo prized, norno jewell dearer. 
Nay :I doefeare I did 1dolatrize, F 
For which Heavens wrath inflias theſe miſeries, 
And makes the things which it for bleſſings ſcat, 
To berenewers of my diſcontent. Wh 
cre 


Fidelia. 

Where wasthere any of the Naiades; 
The Dryades,ortthe Hamaaryades ? 
Which of the Brize;/>ſhires can yeeld againe, 
A miſtreſſe of the Spring,or Wood,or Plaine ? 
Whole cyeenioy'd more ſweet contents then mine, 
Till I receiu'd my overthrow by thine ? 
Where's ſhe did more delight in Springs and Rils # © 
Where's ſhe that walk'd more Groues, or Downes; or 
Or could by ſuch faire artleſſe proſpeRts,more (Hils? 
Adde by conceit,to her contentments ſtore 
Then I; wbilſt chou wert true,and with thy Graces 
Didlt giue a pleaſing preſence to thoſe places ? 
But now What ©; What was hath ouerthrowne, 
My Roſe-decktallies,now with Rue areftrowne 
And from thoſe flowers that honted eſeto be, 
IT ſucke nought now but iuycc to poyſon me, 

 Foreu'nas ſhe,whoſe gentle ſpirit can rife 
Toapprehend Lowe: noble myſteries, 
Spying a prectous /ewel richly ſet, 
Shine jn ſome corner of her { avinet, | 
Taketh delight at firftro gaze vpon | 
T he pretty luſtre of the ſparkliog lone, 
Andplex'd in minde,by that doth ſeeme to ſea 
How vertue (hines through baſe obfeuritie z 
Zur prying neerer, ſeeing it doth prone 
Sourerelique of her deere deceafed Lowe, 
Which to her ſad remembrance doth lay ope, 


What ſhe moſt ſought,and ſees moſt farfrom hope: . 
| 'B Fainting . 


Fidelia. 


Fainting almoſt beneath her Paſſions weight, 
Andquite forgetfull of her firſt conceit : 
Looking vpon'c againe,from thence ſheeborrawes 
Sad melanchely thoughts to feed her ſorrowes, 
Sa Ibcholding Natwres curious bowers, 
Seed, ftrow'd, and trim'd vp wich leaues, hearbs, and 
Walke pleaſed on a while,and do devize (flowers. 
Howon each obiea I may moralize, 
Buter'e | pace on many ſteps, I ſee 
T here ſtands a Hawthorne thar was trim'd by thee: 
Here:chou did(t once (lip off the virgin ſpraics, 
Tocrowne me with a wreath of living Bayes, 
On ſuch a Banke, I ſee how thou diditlye, 
When viewing of a ſhady albery, 
The hard miſhap thou didftco me diſcuſſe 
Of loving Thy/be, and yong Piramr : 
Andoh (thinke I) how plealing was it then, 
Or would be yet, might he returne agen, 
But if ſome neighbouring Row do draw meto 
Thoſe Arbors,where the ſhadowes ſeemeto wooe. 
Theweary loue-ficke P«ſſenger,to (it | 
And view the beauties Nature ſtrowes on it : 
How faire (thinke I) would this (weer placeappeare, 
If hel loue,were ſporting with me here! 
Nay ,euery ſeucrall obie that I fee, 
Doth ſeverally (me thinks) remember thee. 
Bue che delight I vid from it to gather, 
I aow exchange for cares,and ſocke them rather, 


"But 
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But thoſe whoſe dull andgrofle affeQHions can 
Extend butonely to defire a. Man, Ye 
Cannot thedeprhoftheſe rare P aſione know : 

For their imaginations flagge too low z 

And cauſe their baſe Coneexrs do apprehend 
Nothing but chat wherero the fleſh doth tend, -* 

In Lewes embraces they nere reach vnto 

More of content than the brute Creatwres do, 
Neither can any iudge of this,but fuch 

Whoſe brayer minds for braver thoughts do touch, 
And having ſpirits ofa nobler frame, 

Feele the true heat of Lowes vaquenched flame, 
They may conceiuearight what ſmarting ſting 
Totheir Remembrances the placewilt bring, © © 
Where they didonce enioy,and then doemifle, 
Whatto'their ſoules molt deere and pretious is. 
With me *cis ſo ; for thoſe walkes that vnce ſeem'd 
Plealing,when l of cheewas more elteem'd, 2 
To me appeare molt deſolate and lonely, -----* 
And arethe places now of torment onely, 
Where the higheſt of comcencs did borrow,” - 
Thereaml paid it home with treble ſorrow, *'* 

Vato oneplaceT doerememberwell, oh 

We walkt the ewnings to heare!Piy/awelt: 

And that ſeemesnow co wane che light ithaq | 

The ſhadow of the Grows more dull and tad} 2+ 

As if it werea place bur Gtfor Fowles 90 - 

That ſcrzech ilblacke; as melancholy Owled,7®: -/ —_ 
B 2 
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Or fatall Razens,that ſeld' boding good 


Croke heir blacke Awgwuries trom ſeme darke wood. 


Thea if from thence halfe deſpairing go, 
Another place begins another wo : 
For thus vnto my thought it ſeemes to ſay, 
Hither thou ſaw'(t him riding once that way; 
T hitherto meete him thou did(t aimbly haſt thee, 
Yon he alighted,and eu'o there embrac'd thee : 
Which whil(t I ſighing wiſh to doe againe, 
Another obieR brings another paine ; 


For paſling by that Greexe, which (could it ſpeake) 


Would tell it ſaw vs runneat Barh-breake 
There I beheld,what on a thin rin'd tree 

Thou had(t engrauen for the Joue of mee, 
When we twoall alone, in heateof day, 

With chaſte embraces draue ſwift houres away - 
Then Iremember coo,vnto my (mart, 

How loath we were, when time compel'd,to part z 
How cunningly thy Paſſions thou could'ſt faine, 
In taking leaue,and comming backe againe: 

So oft,vntill (as ſeeming toforget 
Wewere depending) downeagaine weſet; 

And freſhly in that ſweet diſcourſewent on, 
Which now I almeſifaint to thinkevpen. 
Viewing againetheſe other VWalkes, and Groues 
That haue beene witnelles of our chaſte louesz 
When I behold thoſe Trees whoſe tender skin 
Hath that cut out,which ill cuts me within. 


Or 
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Or come by chancc,vnto that pretty Rill 


To anſwer in an Eccho vato thoſe 
Rare Prob/ems which thou often did(t propofe, 


They might vnfold a thouſand pleaſures then 
Which I ſhall never liuerotalte agen : 

And therevpon Remembrance doth ſoracke 
My choughts,with repreſenting whart I lacke, 
That in my mindethoſeClerkes do argue well, 
Which hold Priwation the great'ft plague of hell 
For there's no torment gripes me halte ſa bad, 
As the Remembrance of thoſe ioyes I had. 

Oh haſt thou quite torgor,when fitting by 
The bankes of Theme, beholding how the Fr 
Play'donthe liluer waues? There where A 
Granted tomake my Forrave thus accurlt 
There where thy ro0-too earneſt faire compeld 
My ouer-ſoone beleeuing heart to yeeld 
One fauour firſt, which then another drew 
To getanother, ill (alas) I rue 
T hat day and houre,thinking I nercſhould need 
(As now) to grieuefor doing ſuch adeed. 

So freely I my curteſies beſtow'd 

That whoſe I was vawarily I ſhow'd, 

And to my heartſuch paſſage made for thee, 
Thou canſt not to this day remoued be, 


B » 


! 


Where thou would(t fic,& teach the neighboring Hill 


When I come there (thinke I) if theſe could rake” 
That vſe of words and ſpeech which we partake, * 
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| And 
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And what breaſt could reſiſt it, having ſeene 
How'truethy loue had in appearance beene. 

For I ſhall ne1*e forget, whenthou hadſt there 
Laid open cuery diſcontent and care, 
Wherewith thou deeply ſeemd'{t to me oppreſt, 
When thou (as much as any could proteſt) 
Had*it vow'd and ſworne,and yet perceiu'dii ne ligne 
Of pitty-mouing in this brelt ef mine: 

Well Loue (ſaid itthou) linceneither ligh nor vow, 
Nor any ſeruice may preuaile me now : 

Since neither therecitall of my ſmart, 

Nor thoſe ſtrong Paſſions that allaile my heart, 
Nor any thing may mouethee to beleete 

Of theſe my ſufferings,or to grant releefe : 
Since there's no comfort,nor deſert, that may 
Get meſo much as Hope of what | pray, 

Sweet Loxe farewell farewell faire beauties light, 
And cuery pleaſing obie& of the (light: 

My poore Gefpairing heart here biddeth you, 
And all Content,for euermore adue, 

Then ew'a as thou ſeemd'lt ready to depart z 
Reaching that hand, which after gaue my heart, 
(And thinking this ſad Farewel Gig proceed, 
From a 10und breſt, but truely mou'd indeed) 

I ftaied thy departing from meſo, 

Whilſt I tood mute with ſorrow,thou for ſhow. 
And the meanc while as I beheld thy looke, 
My eyeth'impreſlion of ſuch Pirey tooke, 


That, 
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That,with the ſtrength of Paſſion ouercome, 
A deepefetch't ſigh my heart came breathing from: 
Whereat thou {cuer wiſcly vſing this 
To take aduantage when it offered is) 
Renewd'ſt thy ſuteto me,who did aftord 
Conſent,in ſilence firit,and thenin word. 
So that for yeelding thou mailt chanke thy wit: 
And yetwheneuer Iremember it, 
Truft me, I muſe,and often,wondriog, thinke 
Thorough what craney,or what ſecret chinke 
That Lowe vawares,ſolike aſlyecloſe Elfe, 
Did to my heart inſinuateit ſelfe, _ 
Gallants I had,beforethou cam'(t towoo, 
Could as much loue,and as well court me too 
Andthough they had not learned ſo rhe faſhion, 
Of acting (uch well-counterfeited Paſſiow ; 
In wit,and perſon,they did equall thee, 
And worthier ſeem'd, vnleſTe thou'lt faithfull bee, 
Yet ſtill amou'd,ynconquer'd Iremain'd, - 
No,not one thought of loue was entertain'd; . 
Nor could they brag of the leaſt fauourtothem, 
Saue what meere courtelie enioyn'd to do them, 
Hard was my heart : But would*c had harder bin, 
Andthenzperhaps,l had notlertheein, 
Thou Tyrart,that arcſo imperious there, 
And onely tak'(t delight to Dowmunere, 
BurkheldI outſuch ſtrong, ſuch off allailing, 
And eyer kept the honour of preuailing ? | 
B 4 Was 
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Was this poore breaſt from loues allurings free, 
Cruell to all,and gentle vnto thee? be 
Did I vnlocke thac ſtrong affeRions dore, 

That never could be broken ope before, 

Onely tothee? and at thy interceſſion | 

So freely giue vp all my hearts poſſeſſion : | 
That co my feife I left not one poore veine, 

Nor power,nor will to putthee from't agaiae ? 
Did | dothis, and all on thy bare vow, 

And wilt thou thus requite my kindnelſe now 2 
Oh that thou either had(t not learn'd to faine, 
Or I had power to caſt thee off againe ! 

How isit thatthon art become ſorude, 
Andouer-blinded by [ngratitude ? | 
Swearſtthou ſo deeplyChat cheu would(t perſeuer, 
That I might thus be caſt away for cuer? 
Well,then tis true that Louers perjuries, 

Among ſome men,are thought no iniuries : 

And that ſhe, onely,hath leaſt cauſe of griefe, 
Who of your words hath ſmalft,or,no beliefe. 

Had I the wooer bin,or fondly woon, 

T his had bin more tho,then thou couldfthauedon z 
But neither being ſo,what Reaſon is __ 
On thy ſ{ide,that ſhould make thee offer this 2. 

I knowghadT beene falſe, or my faith faild, 
Thou wouldſFar womens ficklenefle have raild ; 
And ifin meir bad an error bin, 4 
la theeſhallthe ſame faulc be thought no lin? . 

= Rather 
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Rather I hold that which is bad in mee, 

Will be a greater blemiſh vnto thee _ 
Becauſeby Narwre thou art made more ſtrong, 
Andtherefareabler tocndurea wrong. 

But tis our Fortane, you'l haue all the power, 
Onely the Care, and Barthes muſt be our, 

Nor can you be contenta wrong to do, 

Vnlefle you lay the blame vpon vs too. 

Oh that there were ſome gentle-minded Poet 
That knew my heart, as well as now I know it; 
And would endeare me to hisloueſo much, 

To givethewerld (though but) aſlender rouch 
Of that ſad Paſſion which now clogs my heart, 
Andihew my truth, and thee how falſethou art : 
Thatall might know, what is beleeu'd by no man, 
Ther's ficklenefſein men, and faith in woman. 
Thou ſawſtI firſt let Pirty in, then liking, 

And laſlly chat which was thy onely ſeeking, 

And « hen I might haue ſcornd that loue of thine, 
(As now vngently thou deſpiſclt mine,) 

Among the inmolt Angletbf my breſt : 

To ae it by my hearcT chought it beſt : 

Which thou haft ſfolaetoo like a thankeleſle Mate, 
And left me nothing but a blackeſelfe-hate, 
What canſt thou ſay for this, to ſtand contendin 
What colour hall thou left for thy offending? 
That wit, perhaps, hath ſomeexculein ſtore, 
Or an cualion to eſcape a ſore, 


But 
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But well l know, if thou excuſe thistreaſon, 
Tt muſt beby ſome greaterthingtheareaſon, 
Areany of thoſe Verner yet detac'd, 


[ | On hichthy firlt affeRion ſeemed plac'd? 
['}' Hatb any ſecrer foe my true faith wronged, 


To robthe blitſe that to my heart belonged ? 
What then ? ſhall I condemned bevnheard, 
Before thou knowelt how I may beclear'd ? 

Thou art acquainted with the times condition, 
Know'(t it is full of enuy, and fuſpition, 

So that the war'elt in thought, word, and ation, 
Shall beme(t iniur'd by foule-mouth'd detraQion : 
And therefore thou, me-thinks, ſhould'ſ wiſely pauſe 
Before thou credit rumors without cauſe. 

ButI hauegotten ſuch a confidence 

Inthy opinion, of my innocence : 


||. Iris nor that, I know, with-holds thee now : 


Sweet, tell methen ; is it ſomeſacred vow ? 

Haſt chou reſolved, not to ioyne thy hand 

Wirth any onein Hymens holy band ? 

Thou ſhouldſthaue done it then, when thou wert free, 
Before thou hadſt bequeath'd thy ſelfero mee. 

What vow dolt deeme morepleafing vato Heaven, 
Then what is by vnfaigned lovers giuen? 

Ir any be, yet ſure itfrowneth at 

Thoſcthatare made for contradicting that. 

But if thou wouldl(t live chaſtely all thy life, 


That thou maiſt do, though we be man and wite : , 
| r 
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Or if thou long ſta Firgin-deathto die, 

Why, if it bethy plealure, ſo doT, 

Make me but thine, and Ie (contented) bee 

A Virgin till, yet liveand lie with thee. 

Then let notthy inuenting braineatiay 

To mocke, and (till deludeme cuery way 

Butcall co minde, howthou ba(t deeply ſworne 

Nor tonegleR, nor leaue me thus forlorne. 

And ifthou wilt not become as when 

We firſt did louce, dobut come fee methen 

Vouchſafe that I may ſometime with thee walke, 

Or ſit and looke on thee, or hearethee talke; 

AndI, that moſt content once aimed ar, 

Will thinke there is aworld of bliſle in char, 

Doſt chou ſuppoſe that my Defres denies 

With thy afteRions well to ſympathize? 

Or ſuch peruerſncile haſt thou found in me, 

May make our -Natzres diſagrecing be ? 

Thou know'itwhen thou did(t wake | could not ſleep 

Andifchuuwert bur ſad, that I ſhould weep. 

Yet euen when the teares my cheeke did ſtaine 

If thou did(t ſmile, why Icould ſmile againe: 

I never did contrary thee in ought: 

Nay, thoucanſt tell, I oft haueſpake thy though, 

Waking ; the ſelfe-ſame courſe with thee I renne, 

And ſleeping, ofcentimes our dreames were one. 
The Dyall needle, though it ſence doth want, 

Still bends tothe beloued Adawer:, _ 

ie 
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Lift the one vp, the other ypward cends ; 
If this fall downe, that preſently deſcends : 


[| | "Turnebutaboutthe ſtone, the fleeleturnes tooz 


Then ftraight returnes, if but the other do 

And if it ſtay, with trembling keepes one place, 

As if it panting long'd for an imbrace. 

So wast with me: forif thou merry wer', 

That mirth of chine, mou'd ioy within my heart : 

L ſighed too, whenthou did ligh, or frowne z 

When thou wer't ſick, thou hail perceiu'd ine (woone 
And being ſad,haue oft, with forc'd delight, 

Scriu'd co giue thee content, beyond my might, 
When thou would(t talk, then haueI calk'd with thee, 
And lilent been, when thou wouldit lilent be, 

If thou abroaddidſtgee, with joy I went ; 

Ifhome thou lou'd(t, at bome was my content : 
Yea, what did to my Natwre diſagree, 

] could make plcaſing, cauſc it pleaſed thee. 
 -Butifcbeeither my weake Sexe, or youth, 

| Makes thee miſdoubt my vndiſtained truth, 

7. Knowthis; as nonetill that vahappy hower, 

When I was firſt made thine, had euer power 

To move my heart, by vowes, or teares expence, 
No more, | ſweare, could any Crearwre {ince, 
Nolookes but thine, though aim'd with Paſſions Art, 
Could pierce ſo deepe to penetrate my harr. 

No name but thine, was welcome to my eare, 


No word did | ſo ſoone, ſo gladly heare : 
Nor 
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Nor neuer could my eyes behold or ſee, 
What I was ſince delighted in, butthee. 
And ſure thou would(t beleeueirto he ſo, 
It I could tell, or words might makethee know, 
How many a wearic _ my tumbled bed 
Hath knowne me flecplefſ{e:what ſale teares T'uc ſhed, 
What ſcalding ſighes, the markes of ſoules opprelt, 
| Have hourely breathed frem my carefull breſt : 
Nor wouldſt thou deem thoſe waking forrowes fain'd 
If thou might'ſtſee how {Iceping I am pain'd. 
For if ſometimes I chance to takea (lumber, 
Vnwelcome dreames my broken reſt doth cumber, 
Which dreaming makes me ſtarr, (tarting with feares 
Wakes ; and ſo waking I renew my cares : 
Vntill my eyes ore-tir'd with watch and weeping, 
Drownd in their owne flouds, fall againeto ſleeping. 
Oh ! chat thou couldſt but thinke, whealaſt weparted, 
How much 1, grieuing for thy abſence, ſmarted, 
My very ſoulefell licke, my heart to aking, 
As if they had their Jaft Farewels been taking z 
Or feared by ſome ſecret Divination, 
This thy revolt, and cauſeleticalteration. 
Didſt chou not feele how loth that handof mine, 
Was to let go the hold it had of thine? 
And with what heauy, what vawillingleoke, 
I leaue of thee, and then of comfortrooke? 
I know thou didſt; and though now thus thou doe, 
I am deceiu'd, but then ic grieu'd thee too. 
| Then, 
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'F| Then, if Iſo with Zones fell paſſion vexc 
'* | Forthy departure onely was perplext, 

{ Whenl[had leftro ſtrengthen meſometrull, 
And hope, that thou would'ft ne'ce have prou'd vniuft: 
What was my torture then and hard endurance, 
Whea of thy falſhood I recciu'd aſſurance. 

Alas, my tongue, a while, with griefe was dumbe, 
 AnG a cold ſhuddering did myioynts beaumme, 
Amazement ſ{eiz'd my chovght, and ſo preuailed, 
I found meill, but knew not what I ayled ; 
Nor canlI yertell, lince my ſufferingthen 
Was morethen could be ſhowne by Poets pen 
Or well conceiu'd by any-other hart 
Then that which in ſuch care hath borne a part. 

Oh me; bow loath was I to haue beleeu'd 
Thattobetrue, for which ſomuch I grieu'd ? 
Howglady would I haue perſwaded bin 
#  Therehadbin no ſuch matter, no ſuch (n. 
I would hauc had my heartthinke that (1 knew 
Tobe the very truth) not to be true. 
Why may not this, thought I, ſome vilion be, 
Somelleeping dreame, or waking phantaſie 
Begotten by my over-blinded folly, 
Orelſe engendred through my ſelancholy ? 
Bur finding itſoreall (thought 1) chen 
Muſt] be caſt from all my hopes agen ? 
What are becomeof allthoſe tading bliſſes, 


Which late my hope had, and now ſo much miſſes ? 
Where 
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Where is that future fickle happineſſe 
Which I ſolong expeRted to polletle ? 
And thought I too, whereare his dying Paſſions, 
His honied words, his bitter lamentatians ? 
To what cad were his Sonnets, Epigrams, 
His pretty Poſies, witty Anagrams ? 
I could not thinke, allthat might haue been fain'd, 
Nor any faith, I thought ſo firme, bin (tain'd; 
Nay, I do ſureand confidently know, 
It is not poſſhbleit ſhould be lo : 
Ifthat rare Art and Paſſion was thine owne, 
Which in my preſence thou halt often ſhowne. 
But ſincethy change, my much preſaging heart 
Is halfeafrai'd, thou ſome im oi wert: 
Or that thou did(t but (Player-likeaddreſt) 
A& that which flow'd from ſome more gentle breſt. 
Thy putt inuention, with worſe matter ſwolge, 
Thole thy cunceits from better wits hath ftolge: 
Or elſe I know it could not be, that thou 
Should(t be ſo ouer-cold asthou artnow ; 
Since thoſe, who hauethatfcelingly their awae, 
Euer polletſe more worth conceal'd, then knowne, 
Anduif Lox: ever any Mortals touch, 
To makeabraue impreſſion, tis in ſuch, 
Who ſaorneloues Chaplaines,willnotviolate 
That, whereunto themſclues they conſecrate. 

But oh you noble brood, on whom che world 
' Theſlighted burthen of negleR hath harl'd, @ 
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(Becauſe your thoughts for higher obies borne, 
Their groucling humors and affeQions ſcorne) 
You whom the Gods, to heare your (traines, will follow, 
Whilſt you do court the liſters of Aps/lo, 

You whom there's none thats worthy ,can negleR, 
Orany thar vaworthy is, affe&: 

Donotlet thoſe that ſecke to doe you ſhame, 
Bewitch vs with thoſe ſongs they canner frame * 
Thenobleſt of our Sexe, and faireſt too, 

Doe cuer loueand honourſuchas you. 

Then wreag vs not ſo much to giue your Paſſion 
To thoſethat haueic but in imitation : 
And in their dull breaſts never feele the power 

Of ſuch deepe thoughts as ſweetly mouein your. 
As wellas you, they vs thereby abuſe, 

For (many times) when we our Leer: cliuſe, 
Where we thinke Natzrethat rich [ewell ſets 
Which ſhines in you, we light on counterfets. 

Bur ſee, ſee whither diſcontentment beares me, 
And to what vncoth (traines my Paſſionreares mc: 
Yer pardon me, I here againe repent, 

If T haue erred chrough that diſcencenr. 

Be whatthou wilt, be counterfeit or right, 

Be conſtant, ferious, or be vain, er light, 

My loue remaines javiolate the ſame, 

Thou can(t be nothiag that can queneh this flame, 
But it will burne as long as thou halt breath 


To keepeit kindled (if not after death) 
Ne're 
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Nere was there one more true, then Ito thee 
And though my faith muſt now deſpiſed be, 
Vnpriz'd, vnualuedat the loweſt rates; © 
Yet this Ile tell thee,'tis not allthy ilare, 
Norall that better-ſceming worth of thine, 
Can buy thee ſuch another Zoxe as mine: © 
Liking it may, but oh there'sas much oddes, . | 
Twixt loue and that, as betweene men and Gods ; 
And'tis a purchaſe not procur'd with treaſure, 
As ſome fovles think, nor to be gain'd at pleaſure, 
For wereit ſo, and any could aflureit, bt-4e 
- What would rot ſome men part with, to procureir? 
But though thou weigh't not, as thou oughtlt co dae, 
Thou knowſt [ loue, and once didſt lovemeroo, 
Then where's the cauſe of this diſlike in thee ? 
Suruey thy ſelfe, I hope there's none in me, 
Yeclookeon her from whom thou art eftranged? 
Scez is my perſon, or my beauty changed ? | 
Oncethou didlt praiſe it, prethee view't agen, 
And markeif't benot ſtill the fame'twasthen + 
Nofalle Vermion-dye ray cheekediſtaines, | 
Tis the poore blood diſpierſtthrough pores & vaine* g 
Which thou halt ofc ſeen through my forehead flulh- 
To ſhew no dawby colour hid my bluſhing : (ing, 
Nor acuer (hall : Yerrue, | hope, will faue me, 
Contented with that beauty Natare gaue me 5 
Ocif'c ſeeme letle, for that griefes veite hath hid it, 
Thouthrew'ltiton me, _—_—_ I chat Jidie, het 
y | ww 
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Andcanſt againereſtore, what way repaire 
All that's decay'd, and make mefarmore faire: 
Which if thou do,Fle be more wary than 
To keep' for theeynblemiſhr, whatI can, 
And cauſe at belt 'ewill want much of perfe&ion, 
The reſt ſhall be ſupply'd with true affe ion, 
Buc[ do feare, it is ſome others riches, 
Whole more aboundance that thy minde bewitches, 
Sothar baſe abieR, that.too generall aime, 
Makes thee nfy leſſer Fortwne to diſclaime. 
Fye,canft thou ſo degenerate in ſpirit, 
Asta prefer the meanes before the merit ? 
Although I cannot ſay itis in me, 
Such worth ſometimes with pouerty may be 
To equalize the match ſhe takes vpon her ; 
Tho th' other vaunt of Birth, Fealth, Beauty, Honenr : 
And many a onerhat did for greatnefle wed, 
Would gladly changeit for a meaner bed, 
Yet are my Fortxnes knowne indifferent, 
Not baſely meane;, but ſuch as may content: 
And though I yeeld thebetter to be thine, 
I may be bold co ſay thus much, for mine ; 
That if thou couldſt of them and me efteeme, | 
Neither thy ſtate, nor birth, would miſ{-beſeeme : 
Or ifit did ; how canThelpt (alas! ) 
Thou, not alone, before knew'ſt what it was. 
Bur I (although not fearing fo to ſpeed) 
Did alſo dilinablet more than need, Ry 
nt 
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And yet thou woo'dſt,and wooing did(t perſeuer, 
As if thou hadlt intended Lowe for euer : 
Yea, thy account of wealth thou mad'fi folmall, 
Thou had'(t not any queſtion of'e atall 
But hating much char peaſant-like condition, 
Did'ſt ſeeme diſpleas'd I held it in ſuſpition, 
Whereby Ithinke, if nothing elſe dothwart vs, 
Jt cannot be the want of thatwill partvs. 
Yea, I dorather doubt indeed, that this 
The needleſſefeare of friends diſpleaſure is ; 
That is the barrethat ſtops out my delight, 
Andall my hopeand joy confoundeth quite, 
But bearesthere any inthy heart ſuch ſway 
To ſhut methence, and wipethy loue away ? 
Can there beany friend that hath the power, 
To diſvaite hearts ſo conioyn4 as our ? 
ErreI would haue ſo done by thee; I'de rather 
Haueparted with one deerer then my father. 
For though the will of our Creator binds 
Each child to learne and know his parents minds, 
Yet ſureI am, ſoiult a Deity, FW: 
Commandeth nothing agaialt Pty. 
Nordaoth that band of duty giue them leaue, 
To violatetheir faith, or to deceiue, 
And though that Perexts haue authority, 
To rule their children in minority ; 
Yetthey are never granted ſuch power on them, 
That will allowto tyrannize vpon them, 
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Or vſethem vader their command fo i!!, 
To forcethem, without reaſon, totheir will, 
For whu hath read in all the ſacred writ, 
Of any one compel'd to marriage (yet?) 
Or father ſo vakind (thereto requir'd) 
 Deny*d his Child the match that he delir'd, 
Sothat be found the lawes did not forbid it ? 
I thinke thoſe gentler ages nomen did ir, 
In thoſe dayes therefore for them to haue bin 
Contracted wichour licence, had been fin; 
Since there w2s more good Nature among men, 
And euery one more truly louing then. 
But now (alchough we ſtand obliged (till 
To labour tor cheir liking, and good will) 
There is no duty whereby they may tyevs 
From ought which without reaſon they deny vs: 
For I do thinke, it is not onely meant, 
Children ſhould aske, but Parenrs ſhould conſent: 
And that they erre, their duty as much breaking, 
For not conſcnting, as we not for ſpeaking. 
,» Itis no maruaile many matches be 
-» Concluded now without their privitie z 
,» Since they, through greedy eAwarice milled, 
,» T heir intereft in that have forfeited, 
For theſe reſpeRMletle of all care, do marry 
Hot youthfull ay to cold old January. 
Thoſe for fome greedy cnd doe baſlcly tie 


The ſxcetell faireto foule deformitie, 
Forcing 
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Forcing a loue from where Twas placed late, 
Tore-ingraffe it where it turnesto hare. 
It ſcemes go Cauſe of hindrance in their eyes, 
Though manners nor affectionsſympathize. 
And two Religions by their rules of ſtace, 
They may in one made body tolerate, 
As if they did delire that double ſkemme, 
Should fruictull beare but N-aters like to then, 
Alas, how many numbers of both kjades 
By that have euer diſcontented rinde: / 
And live (though ſeeining vnto others well) 
In the next torments vnto thoſe of hell. 
How many defprate growne by this theirſinne, 
Haue both vadonethemſclues and all their kinne 2 . 
Many a one we {ce it makes to fall 
With the too-late repenting Prodigal, 
Thouſands, though elſe by nature gentler given, 
Toa thehorrid{tmurthers vit arc driven, 
And (which is worſt) there's many a careletle clfe, 
(Valeſſe heauen pitty) kils and damnes himſclfe. 
Oh what hard heart, or what vnpictyingeyes, 
Could hold from teares to fee thoſe Tragedies, 
Parents by their negleR inthis, tauehurld 
Vponthe (tage of this reſpeRletTe world ? 
Tis not one Afar,one Famiy,one Kine, 
Nonor one Cowuntrey that hath ruin'd bin 
By ſuch their Foky, which the cauſe hath prow'd, 
That forraige oft, and civill _ were mou'd 
3 


Fidel. 


By ſuch beginnings many a Citic lies 

Now inthe duſt, whoſe Turretsbray'd theskies : 

And divers Monerkes by ſuch fortunes croſ, 

Haue ſeene their Kingdomes fird, and ſpoil'd and loft. 
Yet allthis while, thou (eeft, I mention noc 

The ruine, ſhame,and chaſtiry bath gor , 

For *tis a taske too infinitetotell 

How many thouſands that would have done well, 

Do by the meanes of this, ſuffer deſires 

To kindle in their hearts vnlawfull fires : 

Nay, ſome in whoſe cold breaſt ne're flame had bin 

Haueonely for meere vengeance falneto fin. 
My (elfe haueſeene;and my heart bled to ſee'r, 

A witleſle Clowne enioy a match vnmee, 

Shee was a Lafſethar had a looke to moue 

The heart of cold Diogenes to loue : 

Her cyewas ſuch, whoſe every glauncedid know 

To kindle flames vpen the hils of ſnow, 

And by her _ peircings could imprint, 

Or ſparkle bre into g heart of flint : | 

And'yet, valefleI much deceived be, 

Ja very thought did hate immodeſtis : 

And (had ſh'enioyd the man ſhe could haue lowd) 

Might, to this day, haue liued vnreprou'd : 

Bur being forc'd, perforce, by ſeeming friends, 

With her content, ſhe her contearment ends. 

Jn thatcompel'd, her ſelfero him ſhegaue, 

Whoſe bed, (he rather could have wiſht her graue p 

An 


Fidelia. 
And ſince, I heare, what I much feareis true, 
That ſuc hath bidden ſhame and fame adue. 

Such are the cauſes now that Premrs quite 
Areput beſide much of their ancient right 
Therefeare of this, makes children to with-hold 
From giuing themthoſe dues which elle they wold: 
Andtheſethouſce'ſt are the too- fruitful ils, 
Which daily ſpring from their vabridled wils, 
Yetthey, forſooth, will haue it vaderſtood, 

Thar all their ſtudy, is their childrens good, 

A ſceming Loxe ſhall couerall they do: 

When, if the matter were well lok't into, 

T heir carefull reach is chiefly to fulfill 

Their owne foule, greedy, and inſatiate will: 
Who quiteforgetting they wereever yong, 
Would hauethechildren dote with them on dung. 
Grant, betwixt two, there be true loue, content, 
Birth not miſ-ſeeming, wealth ſufficient, 
Equalicyin yeares, an honelt fame, 

In cuery (ide the perſon without blame, 

And they obedienttoo : What can you gather 
Of Loue, orof AﬀeRion, in thatfather, 

Thar but alietle to augment his treaſure, 
(Perhaps, no morebur only for his pleaſure: ) 
Shall force his child toone he dothabhor, 
From her heloues, and iuſtly ſecketh for ; 
Compelling him, (for ſuch miſ-fortunegrieu'd) 


Todiewith care, that might with ioy have liu'd? 
C 4 This 
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This you may lay is Lowe, and ſweareas well, 

There's paines in Heaven, and delights in Hell, 

Or that the Deuils fury and auſterity, 

Proceeds outof his careof eur proſperity, 

Would Parems (inthis age) haue vs begin 

To take by their eyes, our affeRtionsin ? 

Or do they thinke we beare them in our fiſt, 

That we may till remove them as they liſt? 

It is impoſlibleir ſhould be thus, 

For wearerul'd by Loxe, not Loue by vs: 

And ſo our power ſo much ne're reacketh to, 

To know where we (hall loue, vntill we do. 

And when it comes, hideit a while we may, 

But 'risnot in our ſtrengths to drive't away. 
Eicher mine owne eye ſhould my chuſer be, 

OrlI would nece weare Hymen: Liuery, 

For who is he ſo neare my heart doth reſt, 

To knew what 'tis, that mine approuetb belt : 

I baue my ſelfe beheld thoſe men, whoſe frame, 

And outward perſonages had nought of blame, 

They had (what might their good proportion grace) 

The much more mouing part, acomely face, 

With many of thaſe complements, which wee, 

Incommon men, of the beſt breeding;ſee. 

They had diſcourſe, and wit enough to carry 

Themſelues in faſhion, at an Ordinary ; 

Gallants they were, lou'd company and ſport, 


Wore tauours, and had 4:ffrefſes in Court : p 
An 


Fideha. 

And every way were ſuch that now might ſeeme 
Worthy of note, reſpeR,and ſuch eſtecme ; 
Yethath my eyemore cauſe of liking ſcene, 
Where noughe perhaps by ſome hath noted beene: 
AndI haue there found morecoantenr, by farre, 
Where ſome of theſe perfeftions wanting are; 
Yea ſo much,thart their beauties were a blor 
To them (me thought) becauſe he had chem nor, 

There ſome peculiar thing innated is, | 
That beares an vncontrouled (way in this 
Andnething bur it ielfe knowes how to fit 
The minde with that which beſt ſhall ſuit with ir. 

Then why ſhould Parexts thruſtthem(eclues into 
W hat they want warrant for,and power to do ? 
How is it they are ſo forgetfull growne, 
Of thoſe conditions,that were once their owne ? 
De they ſo dote amidſt their wits perfeion, 
To thinke that age and youth hath like affection ! 
(Whea they do ſee *mong thoſe of equall yeares, 
One bateth what another molt endeares.) 
Or do they thinke their wiſdomes can invent 
A thing to giue;that's greater than Content ? 
No,neither thall they wrap vs in ſuch blindneſle, 
To make vs thinkethe fpight they do,a kindnelle, 

Pl or as I would aduiſeno child to (tray 

From the lea(t duty that he ought to pay : 
Sowould [| alſo haue him wiſely know, 


How much that duty is which he dothowe:; 
That 
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That knowing what doth vato both belong, 
He may do them their right,bimſclfe no wrong, 
For if my Parents him I loath ſhould chuſe, 
Tislawfull,yea my duty torefuſe: 
Elſc,how ſhall I lead ſo vprightalife, 
As is enioyned to the Man and Wife ? 
' Sincethatwe ſce ſometime there are repentings, 
Eu'a where thereare the moſt,and beſt contentings, 
What,though that by our Parexts ficlt we liue, 
Is noclife, miſery enough togiue ; 
W hich at their births the children doth vndo, 
Vnlelle they adde ſomeother miſchiete to ? 
Cauſe they gaue being to this fleſh of our, 
Mult we be thereforeſlaues vatotheir power? 
Wene'redelir'd it,for how could wetell, 
Not being,butthat notto bewas well : 
Nor know they whom they profit by it,ſecing 
Happy wereſome;ifthey had had no being. 
Indeed, had they produc'd vs without (in, 
Had all our duty tobauepleas'd them bin: 
Ofche next life, could they affure the ſtare, . 
And both beget vs and regenerate; 
Therewere no reaſon then we ſhould withſtand 
To vndergoe their tyranou'tt command: 
In hope that either for our hard endurance, 
We ſhould,at laſt,haue comfort in aſſurance: 
Or if in our endeuours we mil-ſped, 
Atlealt feelc nothing when we ſhould be dead. A 

{ ut 
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But what's the Reaſon fortthat we ſhall be 
Inthral'd ſo much vnto Mortality ? 
Our ſoules on will of any AMento tye 
Vnto an everlaſting miſery. 
So farre, perhaps too,from the good of either, 
We ruine them,our ſelues,and all cogether, 

Children ewemuch, | muſt confetle, 'tis erue, 
Anda great debt isto the Parents due : 
Yer if they haue not ſo much powerto craue 
But in their owne defencethe lives they gaue : 
How much lefſe then,ſhould they become lo cruell 
As to take from them the high priſed Tewell 
Of liberty in choice,whereon 5 wan 
The maine contentngent that the heauen here lends 
Worth life or wealth, nay far more worth then cither, 
Or twenty thouſand liues pur all rogether, 
Then howſocuer ſome,ſeuerer bent, 
May deemeof my opinion,or intent, 
With that which followes thus conclude do : 
(And Ihauc Reaſonfor't,and Conlciencetoo) 
No Parent may bis Childs inft ſuite deny 
On hu bare will, wit hout areaſon why : 
Nor he ſo vid, be diſobedient thought, 
If vnapprow'd be take the match he ſought. 

So then if thar thy faith vncrazed be, 
Thy friends diſlike ſhall be go ſtop tome: 
For if their wiil benot of forceto do it, 
They ſhall have no cauſeelſeto drivechemto it. 


Let 
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Letthem bring all forth that chey can alledge, 
We are both yong,and of the ficreſt age, 

If thou dillembledit nor,both loue,and both 

To admit hinderance in our loues were loch, 

Tis preiudiciall vnto none that liues, 

Aad Gods,and humane Law our warrant giver. 
Nor are we much vaequali in degree, 

Perhaps our Fortanes ſomewhat different be, 

But ſay that little meanes,which is,were not, 
The want of wealth may not ditſalue this knor, 
For though ſome ſuch prepoſterous courſes wend, 
Preſcribing te themſelues no other end 
Marr'age was notordain'd tenrich mea by, 
Valetlc itwere in thcir poſterity. 

And he that doth for ocher cauſes wed, 


Ner'e knowes the true ſweetes of a marriage bed ; 


Nor ſhall he by my will , for 'cis vafic 

He ſhould hauebliſſethatneuer aym'd at it. 
Thoughthat bewitching gold the Rabbl: blinds, 
Andis the obieR of the Y#/gar minds : 

Yet thoſe methinks that graced ſeeme to bee, 
With ſo much good as doth appearec in thee, 
Should ſcornc,their better-taught delires totye 
To thar,which fooles do get their honour by. 

] can ke of thewealth I (mult confellc) 

Vet morel prize the man, though mony-leſlc. 
I am nor of their humor yer,thatcan 

For Title, or Eftate,aftc a Ian ; 


Or 
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Or of my ſelfe, one body deigneto make: 
With him [ loath, for his poſſeſſions ſake, 
Nor wiſh | everto hauethat minde bred 
In me,that is in thoſe ; who,when they wed, 
Thinkeit enough they do attaine the grace 
Of ſome new honourto fare well,takeplace, 
Weare coltly clothes,in others lights agree, 
Or happy in opinion ſeemeto bee, 

I weigh not this : fer were ſurc before 
Of Speneers wealth,orour rich Szrrons[tore z 
Had I cherewith a man, whom Natxare lent 
Perjon enough to giue the eyecontent : 
If I no outward due,norright did want, 
Which the beſt husbands in appearance grant? 
Nay, though alonewe had no priuate iarres, 
But merry liu'd from all domeltick cares, 
Valeſſe 1 thought his Natwre ſo incline, 
T hat it might alſo ſympathize with mine, 
(And yeeld ſuch correſpondence with my mind, 
Our ſoules might mutually contentment find, 
By adding vnto theſe which went before, 
Some certaine vnexpreſled pleaſures more, 
Such asexceed the (treight and curb'd dimenſions: 
Of commen minds,and vulgar apprehentions) 
I would not care forſuch a match, but carry 
Ia this eſtate I am, and ncuer marry, 

Such were the ſweets I hop'd to hauepoſleſt, 


When Fortaxe ſhould with thee haue made me —_ 
<—_ w 
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My heart could hardly thinke of that contene 

To apprehend it without raviſhment. , 
Each word of thine (me-thought) was to my eares 
More pleaſing then that mufick,which the Spheares 
(They ſay) do make the Gods,when in their chime, 
Their motions Diepaſen with the cime, 

la my conceitghe opening of thy eye, 

Scem'd togiuelightto every obieRt by, 

And ſhed a kindeof libe vato my ſhew, 

Jn cuery thing chat was within it view. 

More ioy I've felt to haue thee but in place, 

Then many doe in the moſtcloſeembrace 
Oftheir bcloved't friend,which well doth proue, 
Not tothy body onely tends my love. 

But mounting a true height,growes ſodiuine, 

It makes my ſeuleto fall in loue with thine, 

And ſure now whatſoer'e thy body do, 

Thy ſouleloues mine,and of they vilit tes. 

For late I dream*d they went I know not whither, 
Valeſſe to Heazen,and there play'd together , 

And tothis day I nere could know or ſee, 
*Twixt them or vs the leaſt eAntipathy., 

Then what ſhould make thee keepethy perſon hence, 
Or leaue to louc,or bold it inſuſpence? 

If ctooffend thee | vawares was driven, 

Is't ſuch a fault as may not be forgiuen ? 

Or if by frownes of Fare I haue beene checke, 

So that I ſeemenot worththy firſtreſpeR, 


'$ Shall 
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Shall I'be therefore blamed and vpbraided, 
With what could not be holpen,nor auoyded? 
Tis not my fault; yet cauſe my Fortunes doe, 
Wilt chou be ſo vnkinde to wrong me too ? 
Not vnto Thize,burt thee [| ſet my heart, 
So nought can wipe my loue out while thou art : 
Though thou wert poorer both of houſe and mear, 
Then he that knowes nor where to ſleepe or cat : 
Though thou wert funke into obſcuritie, 
Becomean abieR inthe worlds proud eye, 
Though by —_— of thy Fortunecrolt, 
Thou wert deformed,or ſome limbehbad'{tloft, 
That loue which Adwir atv» firſt bepor, 
Pity would (trengthen,that ic failed not : 
Yea l ſhould louethee ftill, and without blame, 
As long as thou couldſt keepe thy mindethe ſame; 
Which is of Fertzes ſo compa (I take it) 
No mortall change ſhall hauethepowerto ſhake it. 
This may,and will (I kaow) ſeeme [trange to thoſe 
That cannot the Aby/s of loue diſcloſe, 
Nor muſt they thinke,whom but the out-ſide moues, 
Euer to apprehend ſuch noble Lowes, 
Or moreconieure their vnſounded meaſure, 
Then can we mortals of immorrtall pleaſure. 

Then letnotthoſe dull vnconceiuing braines, 
Who fhall hereafter cometo read theſe ſtraines, 
Suppoſe that no loues firecan beſo great, 


Becauſe it giues not their cold Clime ſuch heat. A 
r 


Fidelia. 
Or thinke m'iguention could hane reached here 
Vnto ſuch thoughts,valetſc ſuch loue there were. 
For then they ſhall but ſhew their knowledge weake, 
And iniure megthat feele of what I ſpeake. 

But now my lines grow tedious,likemy wreng) 
And as thought that,thou think(t this coo long. 
Oc ſome may deeme, I thruſt my (elte into 
Morethen beſcemeth modeſty to de, 

But of thediffterence I am not vawitting, 

Betwixt a peeuiſh coyncs,and things vnkitting : 
Nothing reſpe& I,who pries ore my doing : 

For herc*sno vaineallurements,nor fond wooing) 
To traineſome wanton tranger te my lure ; 

- But with athoughtthar's hone(t,chaſtc,and pure; 
I make my cauſe vnto thy conſcience knowne, 
Suing for that which is by right my owne. 

In which complaint,if thou do hap to finde 

Any ſuch word.,as ſeemes to be vakinde: 

Miſtake me not,it but from Paſſion ſprung, 

And not from an intent to do thee wrong. 

Or if among theſe doubts my (ad choughts breed, 
Some(peraduenture) may bemorethban need; 
They areto ler thee know,might we diſpute, 

T here's no obietions but I could refute 

And ſpight of Enwy ſuch defences make, 

Thou ſhouldft embrace that loue thou doſt forlake, 

Then donot (vh forgerfull man) now deeme, 
Thar *.is oughtelſethenT haue madeitſcemec, 


Fidelia. 
Or that I am vatothis Paſſion mou'd, 

Becaulc I cannot elſe-wherebe belou?d: 

Orthar it is thy (tate,whoſe grearneile knowne; 
Makes me becomea ſutor for my owne : 

Suppole nor ſo; for knew this day there be 

Some that wooe hard for what I offer thee; 

And 1 have euer ycr contented bin 

With that eſtate I firſt was placed in, 

Banith thoſe thoughts, and curne thee tomy heart, 
Come once againe,4nd be u hat oncerhou werrt. 
Reviue me by thoſe wonred ioyes repairing, 
Thazam nigh dead with ſorrowes and deſpairing, 
So ſhall the memory of this annoy, 

Burt addemore ſweetnetife to my future ioy ; 

Yea make me thinke theu meant(t not to deny me, 
Bur onely wert eſtranged thus,corry me. 

And laſtly,for that loues ſake thou once bar'lt me, 

By that right hand thou gawit, hat oath thou 1war' 
By all the Paſſions, and {if any be) (mez 
For her deerefake that makes thee injure me z 

I here conturethee; no; intrear and ſue, 

Thar if cheſe lines do ouer-reach thy view, 

Thou wou!ldit afford me ſo much fauour for they 
As to accept,or atleaſt not abhorrethem, 

So though thou wholy cloake not thy diſdaine, 

I ſhall haue ſomewhat che lefle cauſeto plaine z 
Orif t hou needs mult (coffe ar this,or me, 
Do'c by thy ſelfe,;that none = witneſle bs; 


— 
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Inſt now I flaſhing feele into my breſt, 


F id elia " 
Not that I feare*twill bring me any blame, 
Onely I'meloththe world ſhould know my ſhame. 
For all chat ſhall thisplaint with reaſon view, 
Will iudge mefaithfull,and thee mot vacrue. 
Burt if 04/;«i0s, that thy loue bereft, 
Hath notſo much good nature in thee left, 
But that thou muſt,as molt of you men doe, 
When you have conquer'd,tyranize ittoo: 
Know this before,that itis praiſeto no man, 
To wrong ſo fraile a (Yeatwre as a woman, 
Andro inſult or'e one,ſo much madethine, 
Will more be thy difparagement then mine. 
But oh (I pray thar it portend no harme,) 
A chearing heate my chilled ſenſes warmes: 


A ſudden comfort,not to beexpreſt ; 

Which to my thinking,doth againe begin 

To warme my heart,to let ſome hope comein ; 
Tecels me,'tis impoſſible that thou 
Shouldſtliuenotro bemine; It whiſpers how 

My former feares and doubts haue beene invaine, 
Andthar thou mean'ſt yet to returne againe. 

It ſayes thy abſence from ſome cauſe did grow, 
Which,or I ſhould-not,or I could notknow. 

Te tells me now;that all thoſe proofes,whereby 

I ſeem'd aſur'd of thy diſloyalty, 

May be but treacherous plots of ſome baſe foes, 
That in thy abſence ſought our ouerthrowes. " 
: Whic 
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Which if ic proue zas yet methinks ic may, 
Oh ! whar a burthen ſhall I caſt away ? 
What cares ſhall Ilay by ? and to what height 
Towre in my new aſcenlionto delight? 
Sure er'e the full of je I come to try, 
I ſhall eu'n ſurfetin my joy,and dye. 
But ſuch a loſſe might well be call'd athriving, 
Since more is got by dying ſo,then living, 
Come kill me then,my deare,it thouthinke fitg 
With that which never killed woman yet: 
Or write to me before,ſo ſhalt thou give 
Content more moderate that I may liue: 
And when 1 ſeemy fiaffeof truftvnbroken, 
I will vnſpeake againewhat is mil-ſpoken. 
WhatTI haue written in diſpraiſe of 3cy, 
I will recant,and praiſe as much agen ; 
In recompence Ile addevnto their Stories, 
Encomiaſtick lines to ymp their glories. 
Andfor thoſe wrongs my loue to thee hath dong 
Both I and it vato thy P#ty runne : 
Inwhom,ifthe leaſt guilt thou findeto be, 
For euer lerthy armes impriſon me. 
Meane while Ve try if miſery will fpare 
Me ſo much reſpire,to cake truce with care, 
And patiently await the doubttull doome, 
WhichTexpe& from thee ſhould ſhortly come ; 
Much longing that Tone way may be ſped, 
And not ſtill linger *twixt aliue and dead. 
Ds : Fot 
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WE ForlT can neicher live yer as 1 ſhould, 
i Becauſel leaſt enioy of that] would ; 
+ Nor quiet dye, becauſe(indeed) [ firſt 


#; Would ſee ſome better dayes, or know the worlt. 
S ThenhaſtenDeare,ifto my end it be, 


BF Tt ſhall be welcome,cauſe it comes from thee. 


 Ifrorenew my Comforr ought be ſent, 


!' Letmenotloeſea minute of Content. 

7 The pretious Time is ſhort, and will away ; 

#: Let vsenioy cachother while we may. 

8 Cares thrive, Age creepeth on, Mexare but ſhades, 


Toyes le(ſen, Touth deeayes, and Beanty fades; 
' New turnes comeon, the old returneth neuer 
If we let onr go paſt, tis paſt for cuer. 
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2100.1: 
M* Genin lay what T hoaghtsghele pxincngamave ? 


bag. Thy Zhonghy .of Lang .- 
What Flames are theſe that ſet my hearts on fire? 


Flames of Deſire. 
What are the Meanes that theſe two vnderprop ? 
Thy earnelt Hope, 
| Then yet I'me happy in my ſweets Friends chayce;. 
For they in depth of Paſſion may reioj ce, (ſcope, 
Whoſe Thonghts and Flames and Means have ſuch bleſt 
They may atonce both Lowe, Deſire, and Hope, 


But tell what Fruit at laft my Lone ſhall gaine? 
| Hidden D{daine. 
What will that Hope proue which yet Faith keeps faire ? 
Hapeletle Deſpare. 
What End will runne my Paſſions our of breath ? 
Vntimely Death, 
Oh me ! that Paſſion ioyn'd with Faith and Loae, 
Should with my Forewnes ſo vngraciousproue, 
T hat foe le no fruit, nor Hope, nor Ead bequeath, 
But cryelleſt Di{daine, Deſpaire, and Death, 
D 3 Then 


Then what new S:»ay ſhall Inow apply ? 


y to Dye, 
How migheI end my Cere,and die content? 
Care to Repevt. 
And what goodchoughtes may make my examoreholy? 
Thinke on thy Folly, © 
Wellſo I will,and ſince my Fate may giue 
8 Nothing bur diſcontents whilſt here I live. 
WW! * My Studies, Carer,and Thought: Ple all apply = 
i} To weigh my Foly well,Repenr,and Dye. 


ET CO CET ET LET ACY 
KONCEOWOWOW 


 Jonnets. 


H Ence away thou Syrex leaue me, 
Piſh vnclaſp theſe wanton armes, 
Sugred words can neere decciue me, - 
Though thou proue a thouſand charmses, 
Fie, fie, forbeareno common ſnare 
Cancuer my affe&jon chaine, 

Thy ſugred baites of Loue deceirs 


eAre all beſtowed on me in vane. 


I have elſe where vowed a dutie, 
Turae away thy tempting eye, 

Shew not methy painted beauty, 
Theſe impoſtures { defie : 

My ſpirit lothes where gawdy clothes, 
And faigned othes, may loue obtaine, 
Tloue her ſo whoſe lookey ſweares no, 
That all thy labour will be vane. 


Iamnoſlaucto ſuch as yoube, 

Nor ſhall that ſoft ſnowy Breſt, Wo, 

D 4 Rowling 
ti 


ry 


R&owliogeye,nor lip of rubie 
Euerrob meof my reſt. 
Go,ge,diſplay thy beauties ray 
Toſomemoreſonne enamored Swaine, 7 .- 

| Thy forced wiles of lighes and ſmiles 
Are ali beſtow'd on me in wainc, 


Can he prize thetainted poſies 

T har on others breſtare worne, 

Which may pluckethe Virginroles 

From the neuer-touched thorne ; 

I can go reſt on her ſweet breſt 

That is the pride of Cinthia's traine, 

Thea ſtay thy tongue,thy Mermaids ſong 
T1s.all beftow'd on me m waine, 


He is a foole that baſely dallies, 
Where each Peſant mates with: him 
Shall I hauat che chronged vallies, | 
When there's noble Hills to clime : KP 
No,no,though Clownes are ſcar'd with frownes, 
I know the beſt cap but diſdaine, 

Then thoſe 1'e proue, ſo will thy loue 
| Be allbeſtowd on mein vaine, -- 


Yet I would not daigne embraces 


With the faireſt Queenes that be; " 


- 


If another ſhar'd thoſegraces, 

Which they had beſtow'd on me. :. - 
Ie grant that one my loue where none 
Shali come to rob me of my gaine,: 
The fickic heart makes teares and art, 
And all beſtow'd on me in vaine, 


I do ſcorne to vow a duty 

Where each luſtfull Lad may wooe, | 
Giue me her whoſe ſunne-like beauty 
Buzzards dare not ſerevnto: 

Shee itis affords that blifle, | 
Fer which I weuld refuſe'no paine, 
But ſuch as youfond fooles adiev, . | 


Tou ſecke to captine me tn Vane. . 


Sheerhat's proud in the beginning, 
And diſdaines each looker on, 

Is a Harpie in the winving, 

But a 7#rt/e being woon : 

What ere betide {he'le neere diuide 
The favour ſhee to one doth daine, 
But fondlings loues vacertaine proues, 
ed all that truſt in them are vane. 


There fore-know when I enioy one, 


And for loue employ my breath, 
Shee 


* SheeI court ſhall bea coy one, 
ThoughlTpurehaſt with my death. 
The pleaſures there few aime at dare, 
Bur if perhaps a Louer plaine, 

Shee is not woonenorT vndone, 

BY placing of my loxe in vaine, 


Leaue methenthou Syren leaue me, 
Take away theſe charmed armes, 
Craft chou ſeelt can neere deceiue me, 
I am proofe, gainft womens chartes. 
Ofc fooles aflay to lead aſtray ' 

The hearcthar conſtantmuſt geinaine, 
But I che while doe fit and ſmile; 

To ſee them ſpend their lone in vaine. 


Shall 


I 


ATI Of A 


I thefts Frans by wor ad Me, 


cs I waſting in deſpaire 

a JDie becauſe a womans faire; - 
Or my cheekes make pale with cares 
*Cauſc anothers roſie are, 

Beſhee fairer then the day, 

Or the flowry meedes of ay, 

If ſhee be not ſo to me, 

What care I how faire ſhee be, 


Shall my fooliſh heart bepined, 
*Cauſcl ſeeawemans binde, 
Or a well diſpoſed nature, 
loyned in a comely feature. 
Be thee kindeor meeker than 
Turtle Doue or Pelican, 

If hee be not ſo to me, | 
What care I how kinde ſpee be. 


Shall a womans vertues maks 
Meto periſh for her ſake; 
Or her merits value knowne 
Make me quite forget my owne. 
Be ſhee withthatgoodnes blelt 
That may merit name of belt, 
If foee ſeeqme not (0 tome, 
What eare 1 how good foe be. 
Caule 


Cauſe her fortunes ſeemes too high, 
ShovldI play thefooleand die; 

He that beares a noble minde, 

If notoutward helpe he finde, 

Thinke what with them he would doe, 
T hat without them dares towooe. 
And wnlefſe that minde I ſee, 

What care [ bow great foee be, 


Great,or good,or kinde;or faire, 
I will nere the more diſpaire z 

If ſheeloue methen beleeve 
] will die ere ſhee ſhall greeug.: 
Tf ſhce flight mewhen 1 woos, . . 
I canſlight and bid her goe, .. 


Tf ſhee be not fit for me, 
What care I how others he, 
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